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The Tragedie of 


Thcothcr.to cnioy.by rage and W arre. 

Thtffefigncs fore-run the death ofKinges. 

Farewell,our Countrymen are gone and fled. 

As well allured Richard their Km* is dead . 

Sat. Ah Richard / with eyes of heauymmdc, 

I feethy glory like a fhooting ftarre. 

Fall to the bale earth from the firmament, 

Thy funne fets,weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormes to conie,woe and vnreftt 
Thy friendes arc fled to waite vpon thy foes, 

And creflelv to thy good all fortune goes. 

J imer' Dub? of Herford,Tork? 3 ‘T^rthtimbcrLmd, 

’Btiftne and €jm-ne PrtJ oners. . 

Bull. Bringforth there men. 

Bufhic and Greene,! will not vexe your foules 
Since prefcutly your foules niuft part youi bodie% 

With to o m u c h vr gi n g you r p erit ic i© u s 1 i u cs , 
Fort’wcrcno charity 5 ycttowaftiyour blood 
Front oft nry hands, here in the view of men, 

Iwillvn'fold fome cau&s of your death. 

You hauemif-lcd a Prince, a rby all King, 

A happy Gentleman in blood andluieaments. 

By you vnhappied and disfigured ^® anc . 

You hane in manner with your finfull houres, 

Made a diuorcebetwixt his Queenetmd him. 

Broke die polfellion of a roy all bed, 

And ftaynde thebcutic of a fayreQueenes cheekes, 

With teares drawne from her eyes w ith V our foulc wrongs, 
My felfe a Prince bv fortune of my birth, 

NeeretotheKinginBlood.aodneereinloue, * 

Till they did make himmif-niterpretme, 

Haueftooptmynecke vnderyouriniuries, 

And figlvd my Engliftt breath in forren cloudes. 

Eating the bitter bread ofbamfliment, 

While vou hauefedde vpcniny fcgniones 
Difparktmv parkes,and felld my fori eft woo , 

From mine ovine windowes torne my houfttold coatc, 

Rac’toutmy impreefc,leauingntenohgne, 


King Richard the Second. 

Saue mens epinions^nd.my lining bloody. 

To (hew the eWorld I am a Gentleman. 

This, and much more, much m ore then twice all this, % 
Condcmnsyou to the death : fee them deliuered ouer- 
To execution and the hand of death. 

More.vyekome istheftroke of death tome. 

Then Bullingbrooke to England : Lords farewell.. 

Cf'rtette. My comfort is, that heauenwill take our foules, 
And plague iniuftice with die paines ; of hell, 

'Bud. MyLordNorthumberland/ee them difpatchts- 
Vrickle,you fay, the Quecticis atyour lioufe. 

For Gods (akeiaiixly let her be intreatedij. 

Tell iier, 1 fend to her my. kind commends 5- 
Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Tcrh. AGentlemaii.ofniineI haije.difpatchtj, 

With letters of your.lotie toiler at large. 

Bull. Thankes (gentle Vnckle : ) come Lords, away. 

To fight.witlt G,e>;dor ancl liis complices, 

A-Vvltilc to worke,and after, holiday. . Exeunt,. 

S iter the Kitjg, A -'meric , Carted &c. 

Kmg. Barkloughly Caftle cal J. you this at hand? 

Yeamy Lord 5 how Brook’s your Grace the ayre 
Aftei your late to fsing on the breaking Seas? 

%■ Needs.muft I like it well, I.weepe for ioy, 

Toftand vponmy Kingdomeonceagaine. * 

Deare earth, Idafalute thee with my hand, 

Enough Rebels wound thee with their HorfesLoofes » 

As a long parted mother with her child, 
i«) cs fond.) with her teares and fmiles in meetin°'': 

ho weeping, fmilmg,grecte I theemy earth, ° . 

An j clo tr.ee fkupur with my rovall hands 5 
bcedenot thy Soueratgnes foe, my gentle earth, 
or vutn thy fweetes comfort his rauenous fence- 
Andl hy S P ,4c , rs > triat fucke vp thy venome, ^ 

c ^yg a t c dTgad Sl !ieiath€irwayi f 
ijung annoyance to the trcchei ous ie.r>, 

Which witli.vfurpmgftcps do tcau.Jc cheer. 



